84               WITH THE FRENCH AIR FORCE
" I am getting ready for the bombing/' he shouted.
He was beginning to get excited, flashing his torch
at the map and repeatedly communicating with the pilot
through the rubber speaking-tube. He had set the
bombs to fall fifty yards apart, and all was now ready.
He turned to me and pointed downwards, as he held
what looked like a revolver at the end of a tube. The
great moment had come. The bombs had been released
and I was gazing intendy downwards, but I saw absolutely
nothing. For all I could tell we might have been raining
dud bombs on Brighton, instead of dropping hundred-
pounders on German troop concentrations at Bapaume,
perhaps killing forty or fifty people as they slept. It
was all curiously impersonal at 5,000 feet. The navigator
came and shouted:
" I hit the cross-roads all right; I suppose you saw
the bombs explode ? "
I nodded assent After all their kindness to me, I
could not let them down by saying that I had missed
the piece de resistance. As we turned back he pointed
over towards Cambrai to what he said were pufls of
smoke above the aerodrome, made by the bombs being
dropped by the other group of 'planes. I nodded again.
Only a week before I had seen the Germans bombing
the same air-field, and the French fighters going up
after them. I realized that it needs a lot of training to
make a good observer and a good pilot for night flying.
The Germans had been making it even harder for the
observers by planting lights all over the fields, to give
the impression of a small town, and so put the pilot